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Dedication 
TO  THE  Undying  Memory  of 

EDITH  CAVELL. 

"Mercy  and  Truth  are  met  together" 

Earth  had  no  fit  place  for  thee, 

Edith  Cavell. 
Mount  where  purer  glories  be, 

Edith  Cavell. 
Angels  lead  thee  by  the  hand 
Where  the  holy  martyrs  stand. 

Not  alone  thou  climb'dst  thy  grim 

Golgotha : 
Very  near  thou  wert  to  Him — 

Messiah — 
Who  that  skull-strewn  path  had  trod: 
So  thou  wentest  Home  with  God. 

Still  thy  name  shall  be  a  light, 

Truth-teller, 
For  us  wanderers  in  the  night. 

Comforter. 
Truth  and  mercy  met  in  thee. 
And  a  matchless  constancy. 
Blessed  be  thy  memory  ! 

Edith  Cavell. 

October,  1915. 
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THE    ROLL    OF  HONOUR. 


"  Thousands  of  young  lives  untimely  cut  off." — 

Common  Parlance. 

"  Cut  off " — Not  so.    There  is  no  severance  here ; 
Stronger  the  soul's  life  is  than  death.    No  end 
Is  this,  but  just  a  crossing,  calm  and  fair. 
Death's  here  no  ruthless  victor,  but  a  friend. 

"  Untimely  "—Nay.    Time's  but  a  fitful  thing, 

Whose  length's  of  no  account.    A  priceless 
worth 

May  be  in  just  one  great  hour's  blossoming; 
And  then,  what  further  need  have  we  of  earth  ? 

Death's  call  is  not  to  loss  and  nothingness. 

It  is  a  "  Come  up  higher," — sets  a  crown 
On  all  that  seems  unfinished, — makes  success 

Of  what  seems  failure, — lights  up  with  renown 
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THE    ROLL    OF  HONOUR. 


Young  lives  that  else  had  never  found  the  way 
To  such  a  heiglit  of  glory, — else  had  spent 

Tlieir  careless  years  unknowing  all  that  lay 
Deep  in  their  souls, — perforcfedly  content 

With  little  deeds,— the  easy,  valley  path. 
Now  with  a  bound  they  reach  the  hills,  and 
stand 

Crowned  with  the  Light,  for  greater  love  none 
hath 

Than  he  that  gives  his  life  for  home  and  Land« 


THE    S.    GEORGE    OF  TO-DAy. 
THE    S.    GEORGE    OF  TO-DAY. 


Stepping  forth  quietly,  leaving  behind 

All  that  life  means  to  him,  all  that  can  bind: — 

Yet,  wlien  he  gains  the  track, 

Never  once  looking  back. 

Not  his  the  battle  joy.  radiant  and  bold. 
That  to  the  solc^ier-born  turns  grey  to  gold: — 
Clear-eyed  he  counts  the  cost. 
Knows  what  is  risked  and  lost. 

His  no  ambition  of  fame  or  of  meed, 
No  dream  of  glory  or  glittering  deed : — 

Only — (all  else  is  dim) — 

England  has  need  of  liim. 

Only  he  sees  sacred  Justice  and  Trutli 
Fouled  by  a  foe  without  honour  or  ruth : — 
Therefore  his  sword  draws  he. 
With  "  Here  am  I — send  me." 
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THE    JUDAS    OF  TO-DAY. 


THE    JUDAS    OF  TO-DAY. 


The  man  who,  in  his  Countrj'"s  dire  distress, 
Can  stretcli  out  hands  for  gain  or  for  largesse : — 
Can  crj'  "  What  will  ye  give  me  ?    How  can  I 
Increase  my  comforts  while  my  brothers  die  V  " 
Can  risk  the  very  life  of  his  own  Land 
For  thirty  bits  of  silver  in  his  hand: — 
Whate'er  he  seem — whate'er  his  name  or  lot — 
Not  far  he  stands  from  dark  Iscariot. 


THE    "MOURNINO    WOMAN."  1 


THE    "  MOURNING  WOMAN." 

A  Greek  Statue  in  the  British  Museum. 

Pass  on  !    I  dare  not  pity  thee.    Thou  art 
Too  far  beyond  all  human  sympathy, 
Wrapt  in  thy  grief's  profound  immensity, 

Withdrawn  into  a  spirit-world  apart. 

To  thee  earth's  voices  seem  remote  and  far, 

Earth's  pleasures  and  desires  like  dreams  out- 
worn. 

Men's  eyes  may  gaze  on  thee  in  praise  or  scorn : 
'Tis  naught  to  thee.    They  are  as  shadows  are. 

What  secret  root  of  strength  is  now  thy  stay  ? 
Not  thine  the  Stoic's  stern  and  sullen  creed: 
Not  thine  the  soulless  calm  that  takes  for  meed 

Some  other  rose-buds  when  thine  own  decay. 


8  THE    "MOURNING  WOMAN." 


Of  those  thou  art  who  clasp  and  kiss  the  rod : 
Not  in  a  servile  slavishness  of  soul, 
But  in  that  greatest,  finest  self-control, 

That  bends — not  breaks — before  the  Will  of  God. 

That  is  the  clue  to  thy  serenity. 

Thine  is  the  calm  of  a  surrendered  will; 

A  calm  so  deep,  so  perfect  and  so  still, 
I  fain  would  linger  here  to  learn  of  thee. 


THE    ANOELS    AT  MONS. 
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THE    ANGELS    AT  MONS. 


Peace  !  let  your  eager  tongues  be  silent  here. 

Your  busy  pens  be  still. 
Too  sweet,  too  sacred,  too  divinely  fair 
This  theme  for  common  talk  in  public  ear, 

How  good  soe'er  the  will. 

Then  urge  no  more.    It  is  enough  to  know 

That  they  are  surely  there, 
Watching  round  God's  Beloved  where'er  they  go, 
Shielding  from  earthly  or  unearthly  foe. 
Speeding  each  quiet  Prayer. 

Seen  or  unseen,  they  camp  around  the  just. 

What  matter?  if  some  eyes 
The  Vision  only  know  by  faith  and  trust ; 
While  some  in  din  and  smoke  and  battle-dust 

Open  in  glad  surprise. 
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ENGL  A  ND    WA  TCHINO. 


ENGLAND  WATCHING. 


Sons  of  the  Empire  !    Ye,  who  at  first  call 
Leapt  to  the  Standard,  wherever  unfurled : — 

Cared  not  at  all  for  a  place  in  the  lime-light — 
Counted  as  nought  the  applause  of  the  world : — 

Far  on  the  waterless  Veldt,  or  the  Jungle, 
Deep  by  the  poisonous  River  or  Fen, — 

There  —when  ye  suffered,  fought,  died  for  the  great 
Cause, 

England  was  watching — watching  then. 

Ye,  to  yon  shores  of  Death  willingly  going. 
There  where  Gallipoli  frowns  on  the  sea, — 

Willing  !  Nay,  joyfully,  gladly — well  knowing 
All  tliat  awaited  you,  all  that  must  be : — 

O  hero  souls  !   who  from  shot-riddled  vessels 

Sprang  straight  to  death  at  the  word  of  com- 
mand,— 

There,  with  exalted  pride,  with  tears  of  anguish, 
England  was  watching  that  blood-stained  strand. 


ENGL  A  ND    WA  TCUINO. 
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Ye,  wlio  far  off  in  the  mists  and  tlie  darkness 
Face  all  the  uttermost  rage  of  the  sea, 

Thousandfold  multiplied  now  by  the  death-traps 
Laid  by  a  crafty  and  base  enemy : — 

Ye  whose  long  watch  means  the  Empire's  salvation. 

While  each  grey  morrow  drags  slowly  to  view. 

Sailors  !    Be  sure — whUe  ye  keep  watch  for  Eng- 
land, 

England  is  watching,  watcliing  you. 

Cheery  Great-hearts  !  in  the  trenches  abiding. 

Meeting  and  baffling  the  foe  as  they  come, — 

^Crawl  they  as  reptiles,  or  bum  they  as  demons) — 

Holding  them  back  from  the  white  cliffs  of 
Home : — 

Through  winter,  summer,  and  once  again  winter, 
Dauntless,  immortal  "  Contemptible  Few  "  ! 

Still,  as  ye  hold,  and  will  hold  till  ye  conquer — 
England  is  watching,  watching  you. 
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ENGLAND  WATCHING. 


See  her  !  (Ye  sons  of  this  great-hearted  Mother) 
Bearing  the  load  of  her  vast  sacrifice, 

Yet  with  her  brow  Hfted  high  in  strong  courage, 

Absolute  Trust  in  her  brave  tender  eyes. 

Trust  in  her  sons — in  the  Great  God  Who  gave 
them — 

He  Who  can  conquer  by  many  or  few — 

Trust  in  her  just  Cause,  in  Triumph  for  Righteous- 
ness,— 

So  England  watches,  watches  you. 


WAR  STRAIN. 
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WAR  STRAIN. 


Not  alone  through  Hell's  dark  gate 
(Opened  by  the  hand  of  War) 

March  the  giant  Fiends  of  Hate: — 
With  them  lesser  demons  are. 

Little  scouting  bands  of  sin, 

At  our  weak  points  pressing  in. 

When  the  Monster  Powers  find 

Guarded  entrance,  watchmen  set, — 

Then  they  stealthily  unbind 

Little  troops  of  Fuss  and  Fret, — 

Little  winged  craft  that  fly, 

Dropping  darts  of  Calumny, 


WAR  STRAIN. 


Spite,  Impatience,  Gloom  and  Care, 
Foolish  word  and  flighty  deed, 

Laxity  in  Praise  and  Prayer, 

Sloth,  Self-centredness  and  Greed. 

And  this  lesser  brood  of  Hell 

Strive  to  seize  the  Citadel. 

Well  for  us  that  there  lies  stored 

In  our  City's  Armoury, 
All  the  Armour  of  the  Lord, 

Ready  now  for  you  and  me: 
Arms  to  meet  the  great  sword's  swing. 
And  the  little  daily  sting. 


HAIL    AND  FAREWELL. 


HAIL    AND  FAREWELL. 
"Moriluri  Te  Salutant" 

Farewell  !  I  wave  to  you,  and  stand 
In  reverent  silence  as  ye  go, — 

Light-hearted,  cheering,  joyous  band — 
And  think  such  thoughts  ye  little  know. 

To  your  own  selves  ye  seem  just  "  us  " 
Certain  Platoons  and  Companies 

Off  to  the  Front:  ye  ask  no  fuss. 
Expect  no  shouts  or  ecstacies. 

But  some,  who  watch  you  as  ye  go, 
Smiling  and  singing  to  the  War, 

Transcend  for  once  the  outward  show. 
And  see  you  as  ye  really  are. — 


BAIL    AND  FAREWELL. 


Great  as  the  greatest  of  the  Past, 

In  honest,  brave  simplicity, 
Devotion  that  can  put  self  last, 

And  give  up  all  unshrinkingly. 

And  ye  are  going  forth  to  die, 
And  as  ye  go  ye  raise  a  shout 

To  gazing  weakluigs  such  as  I, 
Who  stand  in  humbleness  without 

The  great  Arena  of  the  Strife. 

Ah,  lads  !  This  truly  ye  might  say  :— 
"  Hail !    We  are  boimd  for  Higher  Life, 

Rise  ye,  and  tread  a  nobler  Way." 


CHRISTMAS,  1913. 
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CHRISTMAS,  1913, 

"  A  Child  is  Born." 
"  The  Government  shall  be  upon  His  Shoulder." 

O  little  Heavenly  Child  ! 
Soft-sleeping  in  a  human  dwelling-place, 
Fairer  than  aU  earth's  children,  full  of  Grace, 

What  clanging  discords  wild 
Await  thy  touch  for  healing ! 
What  crushing  weight  of  earthly  government 
Is  laid  upon  Thy  shoulder,  meekly  bent, 

Yet  God-like  strength  revealing. 


We  need  Thy  guidance  now, 
O  Lord ;  the  peoples  are  disquieted. 
Thou  still  dost  rule:  all  Power  is  on  Thy  Head: 

Strong  Counsellor  art  Thou. 

Hearken  and  guide  and  bless. 

From  Heaven,  Thy  dwelling-place.    Thy  Hand 

uplift- 
Grant  to  Thy  world  the  first  great  Christmas  Gift — 
Peace  laid  on  Righteousness. 
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CHRISTMAS,  1914. 


CHRISTMAS.  1914. 

"  Upon  them  hath  the  Light  nhined." 

As  rushing  storm-clouds  in  a  murky  m'ght 

Part,  and  let  tlirough  a  gently  gleaming  star. 

Showing,  mid  all  the  crash  of  hurtling  might, 
Where  heavenly  peace  and  radiance  surely  are : 

And  as  that  star  the  brighter  seems  to  glow 
For  all  the  gloomy  turbulence  below : — 

So,  in  this  clash  of  nations,  and  distress, 
The  horror  and  the  sad  perplexity, 

The  war-clouds  part,  and  lo  !  to  heal  and  bless 
Streams  forth  the  Incarnation  Light :  and  we 

See  all  around  Christ's  Image  shine  more  clear 
In  lives  that  nobler  be — to  God  more  near. 


CHRISTMAS,  1914. 


How  many  souls,  whose  worth  wc  never  knew, 
Have,  in  the  gloom,  flashed  into  radiant  glor>'  f 

How  many  lives,  just  simply  loyal  and  true, 
Have  won  the  warrior-hero's  deathless  story  ! 

While  Duty's  path  they  trod  with  steadfast  mind' 
Upon  them  hath  the  Heavenly  Vision  shined. 

And  O  ye  mourning  souls  !    Look  up  and  smile  :— 
There  is  no  waste  or  loss  in  God's  great  Plan.. 

And  we  shall  know  in  but  a  little  while 
The  unimagined  things  He  keeps  for  man. 

Beyond  the  storm-clouds,  where  in  Peace  afar, 
For  ever  shines  the  bright  and  Morning  Star. 
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THE  VEIL. 


THE  VEIL. 
Easier,  1915. 

Who  shall  roll  back  the  stone  ? 
The  heavy,  dreary  stone  that  cheerless  lies, 
And  hides  for  ever  from  our  yearning  eyes 

Our  lost  and  precious  One. 

Such  was  the  mourners'  cry 
Of  hopeless  sorrow,  that  first  Easter  mom; 
Nor  knew  they  that  a  glorious  Hope  new-born, 

The  Dayspring  from  on  high. 

Had  touched  with  warm,  bright  ray 
The  weary  world,  and  lighted  up  the  Tomb; 
And  the  dark  heavy  stone  of  fear  and  gloom 

For  ever  rolled  away. 


THE  VEIL. 
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And  now  a  Veil  hangs  there 
Of  soft  and  rainbow-Uke  translucency : 
We  almost  may  the  shining  City  see, 

Almost  its  songs  may  hear. 

The  way  to  Paradise 
Passes  so  gently  and  so  sweetly  in 
Some  happy  parting  souls  their  joy  begin 

Before  our  mortal  eyes. 

And  as  true  Love,  of  old, 
Drew  near  and  found  Death's  barrier  rolled  away 
So  mourners,  drawing  near,  this  Easter  Day 

Shall  find  a  joy  untold: — 

Shall  find  Christ's  Altar  stand 
Where  Seen  and  Unseen  meet — a  sacred  Tryst- 
For  even  the  Veil  is  done  away:  and  Christ 

Holdeth  of  each  a  hand. 
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THE  aOAL. 


THE  GOAL. 

"  Bring  me  unto  Thy  holy  Hill,  and  io  Thy  Dwelling:' 

Onward  and  upward  still !    With  eyes  on  the 
Summit  afar : — 

Look  not  down  on  the  vale,  where  the  mists  and 
shadows  are : 

Look  not  back  on  the  rocks  that  bruised  thy 
climbing  feet : 

Turn  not  aside  for  stomi  or  shine,  tempest  or 
burning  heat. 

Dim  though  the  pathway  be — winding,  perplexed, 
half-lost, — 

Keep  thine  eyes  on  the  Goal,  to  be  won  at  any  cost. 

Thine  eyes  on  the  Goal,  but  thy  hand  stretched 
out  for  another's  aid, 

Showing  the  path  to  a  weaker  soul,  reluctant  or 
afraid. 

With  a  song  on  thy  lips — in  thy  heart  a  brave 
and  steadfast  wiU ; 

Go  on  thy  way  undaunted.    Onward  and  upward 
still  i 


PROSPERITY. 
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PROSPERITY, 

"Blessed  be  the  Lord,  Who  hath  pleasure  in  the  prosperity 
of  His  servant." 

He  sends  us  all  the  gladness.   Then  lift  up 

Tlie  voice  of  praise.    Come,  let  us  worship  Him, 

The  Giver  of  all  Good,  Who  fills  our  cup 
With  blessings  in  full  measure  to  the  brim. 

In  sorrow  we  turn  to  Him  faithfully, 

Owning  His  Hand,  resigned  His  Will  to  do : — 

This  also  is  His  Will— that  we  should  see 

Good  days,  bright  hours:  He  sends  the  bless- 
ings, too. 

He,  in  His  tender  love  towards  mankind, 
Delights  to  bless,  afflicts  not  willingly, 

Would  see  us  thankful  rather  than  resigned, 
Hath  pleasure  in  His  child's  prosperity. 

Joy  God's  undying  creature  is :  but  sadness 
(Though  hallowed  by  the  soitows  of  the  Christ) 

Is  fleeting.   His  new  earth  will  be  all  gladness, 
Fulness  of  joy,  unending  Eucharist. 
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CHRISTMAS. 


CHRISTMAS. 


Glory  on  High  !  On  earth  a  gladsome  Peace — 
And  all  around  Goodwill  !   Should  one  voice  cease 
To  bear  its  part  the  symphony  would  fail 
Of  its  harmonious  fulness.   None  so  frail, 
And  none  so  heavy-laden,  but  may  raise 
The  note  appointed  in  Earth's  Hymn  of  Praise, 
Making  the  chorus  full  at  Heaven's  door. 
There  every  creature's  voice  is  listened  for, 
Welcomed  and  loved.  Then  lift  the  cry  once  more — 
Glory,  Goodwill,  and  Peace  ! 


CONFIRMATION. 
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CONFIRMATION. 

"  1  will  go  forth  in  ilie  strength  of  the  Lord  God." 

Go  forth  then.    In  His  strength  thou  mayest  tread 

Fearless  the  path  that  hes  before  tliy  feet. 
There  shall  be  Angel-wings  about  thy  head, 
And  He,  Who  ever  hath  His  children  led, 

Shall  make  the  crooked  straight,  the  bitter  sweet. 

Go,  in  His  strength,  rejoicing.    Lift  thine  eyes  ! 

Though  cloud  and  storm  brood  round  thee,  yet 
the  Star 

Of  Trust  shines  calmly  in  the  brightening  skies, 
Till  lost  in  radiance  when  the  Sun  shall  rise, 
And  thou  art  come  where  Sight's  full  glories  are. 


26        A    WATCHER    AND    A    HOLY  ONE. 

A    WATCHER    AND    A    HOLY  ONE. 

"  Thou  God  seest  me." 

Thou  seest  me:  and  I,  maybe,  had  thought 
That  none  had  seen  or  known 

That  weary,  hard-won  battle  that  I  fought, 
Thinking  myself  alone: — 

That  effort  that  I  made,  but  never  told, 
For  none  would  understand : 

That  righteous  Cause  I  struggled  to  uphold: 
Wast  Thou  at  my  right  hand  ? 

The  times  I  faltered,  with  the  thought  "What 
good  ? 

For  none  will  know  or  care  " : 
And  yet  toiled  on,  and  did  the  best  I  could: 
Wert  Thou  indeed  just  there  ? 

Yea,  I  am  with  thee  always — ever  near. 
Watching  each  conquest  won, 

Sharing  each  battle  shock  that  costs  thee  dear. 
Joying  to  say  Well  done. 
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'  THE    WA  Y    EVERLASTING.  21 


•  TITE    WAY  EVERLASTING." 


Press  forward  ever,  though  tlie  patliway  lie 

Through  tangled  briar  and  thorn, 
Press  on  with  hope,  nor  let  thy  courage  die. 
And  soon  on  either  hand  thou  shalt  espy 
Sweet  roses  newly-born. 

Or  if  tlie  path  lie  through  a  verdant  mead 

^Vhere  quiet  waters  glide, 
Give  thanks  to  Him  Who  doth  so  gently  lead. 
But  keep  the  Pilgrim  Way  with  earnest  lieed, 

Nor  in  the  Vale  abide. 

He  hath  in  store  a  nobler  destiny: — 

See  now  towards  the  Height 
The  Way  ascending.    Climb  it  steadfastly, 
Till  where  the  snow  and  sunrise  glories  be 
'Tis  lost  in  dazzling  laght. 
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AT  OAKEN.ROUGH. 


AT  OAKEN-ROUGH. 

"  The  name  of  the  Chamber  was  Peace." 

The  Chamber  Peace  !   that  looketh  toward  the 
morn, 

Towards  the  sun-rising,  the  reddening  East, 
Where,  day  by  day,  fresh  beams  of  love  new-born 
Sliine  o'er  the  hills,  while  quiet  night,  outworn. 

Passes  adown  the  valley,  like  a  priest 
Whose  Requiem  is  said 
Over  the  last  day  dead. 
Into  the  Chamber  Peace  the  new  day  streams, 
And  softly  calls  the  Pilgrim  from  fair  dreams. 
To  clasp  again  the  staff,  with  strength  restored. 
Fit  for  more  fruitful  service  of  the  Lord. 


SHAKSPEABEAN  LYSICS. 


20 


SHAKSPEAREAN     LYRICS,     EDITED  IN 
BERLIN. 

No.  I. 
Wab  News. 

Under  the  linden  Tree 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me, 
And  frame  his  cautious  note 
To  slip  down  Hans'  throat — 
Come  listen,  ye  Teutons,  come  hither  ! 
The  Entente  lias  shown  the  white  feather. 
Here  we  shall  see 
No  Enemy 
But  a  possible  touch  of  bad  weather. 
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Who  doth  Ambition  shun, 
But  just  wants  his  place  i'  the  sun, 
Seeks  news  of  British  defeats, 
And  pleased  with  what  he  gets. 
Send  telegrams  hither  and  thither — 
Hated  England  is  crushed  altogether. 
Here  we  shall  see 
No  Enemy — 
Let's  talk  of  the  crops  and  the  weather. 
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No.  II. 

Song  of  the  German  Spy.    Dec,  1914. 


Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind, 
Thou  art  not  so  unkind 

As  my  ingratitude; 
My  tooth  is  not  less  keen 
Because  it  is  not  seen. 

Nor  ever  doth  protrude. 

Heigh-ho  !   sing  Heigh-ho  !     Under  the  British 
holly; 

My  friendship  is  feigning,  my  loving  mere  folly: 
Then  Heigh-ho  !  the  holly  ! 
This  life  is  most  jolly. 
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Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky, 

Thou  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 

As  to  affect  my  lot: 

The  Yser  waters  warp 

In  France  the  frost  is  sharp — 

And  friends  and  foes  are  shot. 

But  I'm  singing  Heigh-ho !    under  the  British 
hoUy: 

All  hardships  are  vain  and  all  fighting  mere  folly: 
Then  Heigh-ho  !  the  holly  I 
This  life  is  most  jolly. 


